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BECKET.

Rest you easy,

For I am easy to keep.    I shall not fly.
Here, here, here will you find me.

DE MORVILLE.

Know you not
You have spoken to the peril of your life ?

BECKET.
As I shall speak again.

FITZURSE, DE TRACY, and DE BRITO.

To arms !
[They rush out, DE MORVILLE lingers.

BECKET.

De Morville,

I had thought so well of you; and even now
You seem the least assassin of the four,
Oh, do not damn yourself for company !
Is it too late for me to save your soul ?
I pray you for one moment stay and speak.

DE MORVILLE,
Becket, it is too late. .                                    [Exit,